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Now that he had spoken so, they could ask him if he would
see the Archbishop. No one knew, perhaps he did not know
himself, how far he believed in God, how far he expected
anything beyond the cloudy curtains that he might soon be
parting to step beyond man's ken. He had dabbled in so many
mysticisms, been misled by so many fake prophets and
charlatans, especially in his youth. He had been a child of his
age, resentful of ancient restraints, quick to welcome untried
dogmas that had nothing but their newness to recommend
them. He was a little humbler than most of his like, far
humbler now that he might be dying. For all that, he would not
see the Archbishop. "I want a friend," he said. "Send for
Wallquist. I'll take Communion from Wallquist." And Wall-
quist, Bishop of Vaxjo, spokesman for monarchy in the
Riksdag, the brave and tender, the eloquent and shrewd,
came to bow his lionlike head at the bedside, and listen to
King Gustav's whispered confession of faults that no brilliance
could quite excuse.

HE HAD HARDLY LEFT THE KING, he had hardly
stepped back into the Great Dining Hall, when his eye fell on
an unexpected, an almost unwelcome figure: it brought with it
memories of bitter opposition in the Riksdag or at the Council
Board, of missiles forged against the King's friends, and nets
spread for their feet. Grey and grave of face, newly ridden in
from his country home, Count Fredrik Fersen awaited an
audience with his King.

He stood apart from the crowd of loiterers and servants, and
near the Bishop's path. He bowed courteously, saying nothing.
It was the Bishop who spoke, and in words from which he
could not succeed in expelling all enmity.

"I am glad to see your lordship here," he said. "Though I
can hardly hope that you are come to acknowledge error."

Count Fredrik seemed untouched, though his figure stiffened
a little. "Your Grace is wise," he answered, "not to cherish
such hopes, I have committed no error of which any man need

feel ashamed. If murderers------" he checked his rising tones,

looked round the room, and recovered an easier courtesy.